CHAPTER V

SHALL WE JOIN THE LADIES?

'How do you  people in  Krasnoyarsk spend  your free
evenings?' I asked young Nurik once.

'Well, there is a cinema and a theatre, Tassya likes to
go to the Park of Culture and Rest or the restaurant at the
"Red Trade" where they have got a jazz band now. I
myself do usually still a little work after the meal. You sec,
the office is only next door and the others are also there most
of the time. We do want to get things into proper shape
this season. So we mostly put in an extra two hours or so
each night.5

I went with him.   The officer in white was there, and
greeted me with another merry display of his golden teeth.
'Everything O.K.?' he asked.   'Everything . . .*
cWhat are you doing to-night. Comrade Shcvclyov?'
'Oh, there is a sobranye after nine.   The pilots' wives
meet to discuss a few things*   It won't interest you.  Just
a few routine questions, you know/

'Does that mean you would rather have no foreigner
around when they come?3

'Not at all. By no means. If you like please stay and
listen. Only do not blame me if you arc bored. Should
you stick through it to the end we could go and have a spot
of supper towards eleven. Have not had a bite since this
morning,'

'A good Bolshevik, eh?' I teased him. . . . 'Too busy to
think of himself.3

'A bad Bolshevik5, he replied seriously, 'too inefficient to
organize his time properly.5

So we went on to a whitewashed room in the log house,
lit generously by a shadeless 250 candle-power bulb. Soon
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